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but now her animation was grave and deep, as it had been
while she listened to the legend of Nausicaa.
"Why do you look at me as if you were seeing a ghost?"
she startled nim by saying, but so absorbed was she in her
subject that she forgot her question when it had been
asked and soon she was wondering whether the heroine
of his book should be better pleased by music when she
was gay or when she was sad. "And yet that isn't quite
what I mean," she added. "It's when Pm excited that I
need music—even solemn or mournful music. My husband
used to say that if only there were a wine that didn't cloud
the mind as well as stimulate it, one should get drunk on
it and then listen to music. I know what he meant. I feel
as he did about it. But you are different, Lewis—the other
kind of human being. It divides the world into two groups:
those who take their music drunk and those who take it
sober."
"Those in whom thought is an attribute of feeling," he
said, "and those in whom feeling is an attribute of thought.
I feel because I have imagined, you imagine because you
have felt. Is that your distinction, Julie?"
"Like a book," she said, smiling. "And which is your
heroine to be, Lewis? I believe you think that because, as
you say, I'm an amateur, I'm incapable of feeling or
imagining anything very deeply, but I can imagine her.
Think of her, beginning life tucked away in the country,
supposing everything to be secure and settled. Imagine a
girl, brought up to Church and King, who married with-
out knowing it into the other side—married, I mean,
some Puritan whose conscience was as genuine as her own
and who loved her, and loved her more and more until
she was frightened, for she had married very young; she
scarcely knew him. She respected him but didn't love him,
but she thought she'd become accustomed and held on.
And she was beginning to be calmer, less frightened when
suddenly. . , ," Julie was pale; her hand closed over her
knee; her knuckles tightened. "Then, suddenly, the war
came, and the triumph of his side. Think of how, after
being separated a long time, they'd meet and look into the

